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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MONTAGUE. 


‘¢ Political | asquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. Thev supply information as to the person and habits, 


c{tenas to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.’’ —CrokErR’s New Wuic GuiIbDE. 
LL a 


Wo. 86. SATURDAY, JULY 27, 1833. | [Price One Penny 

















THE GREY FISHERMAN. | IIere we see Grey mad with the long draft from the intoxi- 


: ave : occasion likened the situation of poor Grey . a. . . 
We have on one occasion | u poor @FeY | eating cup of office, abandoning himself to the insane antics of 


. . ° ‘ ‘ = 1 | ya ve . ° ; 

the fallen premier to that of Masaniello, who was carried into 
oo ] : ; a wretched bachanal, at once the scorn of the nobles on the one 
power on the shoulders of the people, and having then deserted 


his principles, was made the prey of the eruption of public hand, and the popular party on the other, But let us proceed 


opinion, that most terrible voleano, which, while it throws out at once to our promised drama, 


its own terrible ashes, must settle the ash of all they fall upon. CHARACTERS. 
Masanre..o, by Karl Grey. 
Tue Prince, by William the Ath. 
Pierro, Lord Althorpe. 


As our dramatic articles have, however, generally been followed 
by a burst of national enthusiasm, we, in fond anticipation of 
that delightful tribute to our patriotic labours proceed to Jay 


before the public a crand drama, founded on the well known Rurrixno, Lord Brougham. 

piece of Masaniello, and faithfully illustrating the rise and Commissioners of Taxes, &c. &c. 

downfall of the Whig Minister. Nobles by Lords Hi ellington, Ildon, Lyndhurst, and all the 
We omit entirely the character of Fenella, the dumb girl, as tribe of other coronetted SUPERNUMERARIES. 


enti: » the political business of the piece, and taking , , 
not essential to the political bu | » And Caking Scene I. Ovurstpe or St. STEPHENS. 


the two last acts, we shall arrive at the denouement so splendidly 


; ; : ' Enter Grey Masaniello, and a tribe of Whig fishermen with 
displayed in the grand pictorial effort of the (on this occasion ) : ' 


-c their nets, for the purpose of getting whatever they can 
roleanic Seyimour, iS vary ¥ 8 o Y 
cutch., 
Cuorvus oF Wuie FIisHerMen. 
Away, away! the Tory Cabinet breaking, 
Gives Whig affairs a better face, 
With pledges now our progress easy making, 
We haste with joy to clutch each place, 
Pietro Althorpe.—Masaniello Grey! how is’t that you 
On such a day as this, still look so blue ? 
Mas, Grey.—’Tis for my country’s wrongs alone [ sigh. 
Ruffino Brougham (aside.)—His country’s wrongs indeed, that’s 
Iie casts his nets for fish, and well I trace fall his eye, 
In all his acts a wish to catch a place. 
Mas. Grey.—Come let us have a song, away with dole, 
Strike up my friends, our new Whig dacecrolle, 
BaACCAROLLE. Grey. 
behold! how nicely break the ‘Vories, 
Though bleak our lot our hopes are warm, 
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To fraud inured—the true Whig glories 
In petty arts, we'll hint Reform. 


Put off—put off—our course we know— 
We'll promise high, but act quite low. 
Look out, and spread your nets with care, 
The place we seek we ll soon ensnare. 


Cuorvus oF Wuic FISHERMEN. 
Put off, put off, &c. 
Mas. Away! though Tories still rule o’er us, 
Boldly still we'll ’gainst them vote— 
And when we've carried all before us, 
"Twill easy be to change our note. 


Cuorvus or WaiG FISHERMEN. 
Put off, put off, &c. 
(frey. Rufino Brougham come to me my friend, 
I think we both pursue one common end ; 
I seck the Premiership—if you're no fool, 
You've got your eye upon the Sack of W eal. 


Brougham, "Tis clear we throw our nets with equal views— 
You want a place! so I confess J do’os. 
My Sister dear. 
My Brougham dear, in that parch’d cheek 
How oft I’ve read a gout for stealing, 
When in your looks I’ve seen the feeling 
Which openly you dared not speak ; 
And t’wards the Treasury seen you leer— 
You know I have my Brougham dear. 


Air. Grey. 


Brougham.—Well, let us work the pe ople to a shout 
Against the Tories, till the y turn ‘em out, 
And promising Re form, we then succeed ihe m. 


‘rrey.—We'll please the people only when we need them. 


REGULARLY CONCERTED Piece By Grey. 

Uprouse ye men who feel your country’s woes, 

Uprouse, ‘and vanquish all your ‘Tory foes 

No longer be content with silent hate, 

But agitate—hold meetings—agitate ! 

Make speeches threatening no tax to pay, ) 

Until you get Reform !—Now cheer for Grey. 
Prople.—Well! IT suppose he means it all! Hurra! ) 

Ewveunt cheering. 


Scene Il. Saint Srepuen’s Marker Pace. 
Chorus of venal Members who have brought their Votes to 
Market. 

Air. The Market Chorus. 


Come hither all who wish to buy, 
lor here are consciences to sp ire. 
Speeches and Votes, come Whigs and try— 
Come either side, for we don’t care. 
Come buy my Speech, there’s none so fine, 
There’s not a Vote weighs more than mine : 
"Tis I that rat the best! yes, I: 
Come Whigs, I’m sure you want to buy. 

It the conclusion of this Chorus several Tories enter, and a 
struggle ensues, in which Grey, Brougham, and Althorpe 
tuke a very active part, being assisted by the Whig 
Fishermen. The Tories are heate n back, and the Whigs, 
assisted by the people, to whom they promise Reform, get 
possession of their opponents’ Places, which forms the 
finale of the Act. : 

Act II, Scene 1. 
(rrey discovered at the Treasury in Downing-street, (solus), 
Mas, Well, 


Grey. here Iam! as as snug can be- 


snug 


I’ve gained my lovked-for bourne, the Treasury. 
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I’ll let the people still keep up the storm, 

Clamouring on all sides for a full Reform ; 

“< The Bill, the whole Bill,” shall the w atchword be— 
And they ‘IL get “ nothing but the Bill” from me, 


Enter King William Ath and Queen Adelaide. 


Will. —Good Grey ! here is a row! in pity screen 
From public rage myself and worthy queen. 


e way to do it. 
King.—What is that ? 
Grey —Support my ministry. 
Queen.— He shan’t ! that’s flat, 


King—Come, hold your tongue! support your plans, I will, 
Through thick and thin. 


Brougham and Althorpe, (rushing from behind @ screen. )— 
Bravo! Bill! 


Grey.—T here’s but one 


Scene II. PArviamMent STREET. 


Grey walking down to the House of Lords with the Reform 
Bill, zs cheered by the People, and carried on their shoul- 


eas, 
Granp Cnorvus OF THE POPULACE. 


Arrn.— Hail, hail, brave Masaniello. 
Hail! hail! Grey my fine fellow, 
Long may you keep your renown. 
Thy name with respect we will bellow, 
May you long keep the Tories down— 


Greu, full of deception, 
allusion to his happy home which he feigns a regret 
exchanging for the splendour of Office. 

Adieu my happy home. 


whiningly chaunts the following 


AIR. 
Adieu! my happy home, 
Adieu my peaceful dwelling, 
In quitting thee my tears do flow— 
Brougham (aside ).—You know that sigh is all my 
What fearful lies you’re telling— 
It will not do, with me you know. 
Chorus OF RADICALs. 


Look to your pli ice my fine fellow, 
Short-lived is all your renown : 
A fall for the Whigs we foretell oh, 
Their deception will soon bring them down, 


Scene THE LAST. 
The Vesuvius of Public Opinion in the back-ground, Nobles 
on one side, and Radicals on the other. Grey, mad with 


the cup of Offic e rushes between the two. Disconcerted 


Music. The Whigs in an avcful dilemma, fly alternately 
from Grey to Brougham, and from the Tories to the 
Radicals. 


Grey, (turning to the days of his power, sings madly th 
following snatches of the songs he used in the time of his 
populi arity.) 

‘ Look out, and spread your nets with care, 
The place we seek— (reels backwards.) 


Cuorus or Wuie FISHERMEN. 


Oh lead us on to meet our foe. 
We'll follow wheresoe’er you go: 
Why should we fear the passing storm, 
Let’s raise once more the cry ‘* Reform,’ 
The Vesuvius of Popular Opinion rumbles tremendous/y. 
Grrey—(wildly)— Put ott, how nicely break the Tories : 








CHorus. 
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Though bleak our lot, our hopes are warm : 
To fraud inured, the true Whig—(staggers as if fainting.) 
Crorvus.—No more delay. Stand by us Grey. 
Our barcarolle merrily singing—( faints. ) 
If you delay, we are their prey. 
Grey—(quite mad)—* The place we seek we’ll soon ensnare.” 
Brougham.—The radicals are strong, and yet I doubt 
If *tis their purpose yet to kick us out. 
Grey.—My Brougham dear! oh, whence that fear ? 
Desert me not, my Brougham dear! 
(Tremendous rumbling of the popular Vesuvius is heard, 
growing louder every moment ) 


Brougham.—’Tis the foe; they approach, 
On our places to encroach. 
They are nigh. 
' 


Girey—(madly).—Oh, my eye! 





Grey. 








Brougham.—’Tis the foe. 

Grey.—J)ou’t say so. 

The eruption bursts with renewed violence, and emits tor- 
rents of flame in all directions—Whigs and Tories are 
swallowed up in the dreadful torrent of lava, while the 
Liberal party look on with horror at the dreadful spectacle, 
admiring the justice of the event, but awed by its terrific 
consummation. 


The Curtain falls, 





THE INTERPRETER. 


The British Tar Humbug. 

Some sailors complained before the Lord Mayor, that having been 
engaged to fight in the cause of Don Miguel, they found they were not 
to be employed. 

The Lord Mayor asked if they were aware that by doing so they must 
fight against their own countrymen ? 

The Boatswain replied, that they were all perfectly aware of that. 

The Lord Mayor—As you make it a mere matter of pounds, shillings, 
and pence, I suppose you would not hesitate to go now and fight for 
Don Pedro ? 

Boatswain—Certainly not ; if we are well paid it docs not signify for 


Whom we fight. 
Mr. Hobler—Poor fellows! their misery has pinched the old English 


feelings out of them.—Timnes Police Report, Monday. 

We have more than once given our opinion upon that delect- 
able body of filthy braggarts who go by the name of British 
T'ars, and have even been censured by part of the press for 
classing sailors under one or other or all of the three tribes of | 
thieves, brutes, and vagabonds. We always knew that their 
self-vaunted bravery was mere brutality, that their much 
landed bluntness was mere ferocity, and that their boasted 
patriotism was nothing more than love of lucre, to be exerted 
for any thing, any country, any cause, or any government, as 
might be most convenient for their temporary interests. We 
always hated the very words & British Tar,” knowing them 
to be a most luscious text for every species of twaddle. ‘This 
humbug has been carried to an awfnl pitch upon the stage ; 
aud when an animal in a blue jacket, straw hat, and white 
trowsers, has blustered on, and executed a few filthy antics, 
sich as drawing his fingers across his nose, &c. a burst | 
of enthusiasm has often run through the house, at the coarse, 
rough, honest-hearted demeanour of a British Seaman. | 
We maintain that there is nothing amiable in kicking out one | 
leg behind the other, and that the use of the fingers in the way | 
we have hinted at, instead of showing the possession of an | 
honest heart, only proves the absence of a pocket-handkerchief. | 
However, we need not make further comment, for the quota- 
tion we have made above speaks more for the character of | 
common sailors than all we could advance upon the topic. <A 
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herd of these ruffians having engaged to fight for the tyrant 
Miguel, confess they will have to massacre their own country- 
men, but maintain, that ‘‘ so as they’re paid, it don’t matter 
whom they fight against.” This is the only honest thing we 
ever heard proceed from the lips of a ‘Tar—it means, ‘‘ We are 
ready to commit wholesale murder for Miguel or any other 
miscreant at a few pence per day, but we should just be as 
ready to butcher the other side if we could be paid better.” 
Old Laurie wanted to be sentimental in the first instance, but 
the venal assertion of the sailors completely smashed his rising 
twaddle, though that ass Hobler ventured a mawkish remark 
upon old English feeling, for which, had we been Mayor, we 
should have kicked him out of the office. A sentimental clerk 
is the most insufferable of dolts, and Hobler had much better 
mind his proper drudgery instead of venturing to be eloquent 
upon * British feeling.” He is paid for plodding on in his 
duties, and not for wasting the public time in bursts of tom- 
foolery. 

We shall wind up this article with a classical definition of 
the word Jack-tar. It is evidently derived from the Latin 


Jac-tar-e, to boast—in allusion to the djsgusting egotism of 
. anf (thf, 4 l4< a ( (hey 

the race alluded to. “<4 9 #1 exhld tye . 1% hon X 

ae 7 ek Arskele stl wel shites At Bo 4“ 


- GLOUCESTERIANA.—No. 47. 





* Higgins, my hero,’ thundered the Duke, “ there’s more 
blasphemy going on in that horrible reformed Parliament.” 


| What’s the row, now,” inquiringly stammered the aid-de- 


camp. ‘ Why Lord help us,” clamoured Gloucester, ‘ they 
are positively going to take the burdens off the Jews, when it 


is known that according to holy writ they must always have @ 


stamp upon them.” Lliggins repeated a whole chapter of 


lamentations. 


BREVITIES. 





‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare. 





A double Entendre. 
The House of Lords is a branch of the Legislature we should 
very much like in one sense to see flourish. We wish that the 
old rotten ranch would take leave. 


Unlike Causes and Effects. 
The crooked doings of the Whig Ministers have had the effect 
of reducing them to their present straights. 


The Blaspheming Peer. 

No one ought to be surprised at the blasphemous invocations 
ou the name of the Deity perpetually made use of by old Lord 
Eldon, who, when he accepted a peerage, certainly took the 
Lord’s name in vain. 

The Times are out of Joint. 

The Ministers when asked when they mean to perform cer- 
tain of their promises, reply by saying, “ they cannot fia the 
Times.” Is this a cut at a certain revolving newspaper. 

A Motion which soon will be of course. 

The Ministers complain of a want of support. We can re- 
commend to them a motion that would be coalesced in by all 
parties, Let them quit their offices, 

Commission of Lunacy. 

The Ministers complain that they have great difficulty in 
getting some of their 4zlls committed. But the conduct of his 
Majesty shows that @ Bill can upon oceasions commit itself. 


Vice versa. 

The Marquis of Londonderry in commencing a speech the 
other night declared “he rose in consequence.” Why the 
poor driveller ought to know that he every day is increasing in 
insignificance. 
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Quite a Ground. 
It is said that poor Horace Twiss has ever since the passing 
of the Reform Bill been living altogether on his wits. 
certainly must be content with very limited preinises. 


He 


The Reckless Lords, 
The Peers by their continual protests against the measures 
of Ministers, seem at least resolved to maintain Protestant 
ascendancy. 


THEATRICALS. 


The proprietors of Vauxhall-Gardens exerted themselves 
most laudably last week to prepare a gala for the juveniles, 
and several interesting crowds were in attendance on Thursday 
night at the treat designed for them. Higgins was to have 
been there ; but Gloucester spent nearly all his money during 
the morning in anticipating the trip, and the Duke and his 
aid-de-camp found themselves at the doors at eight o’clock 
exactly two shillings minus the amount necessary to procure 
their admission: they, however, amused themselves by cutting 
jokes on the company who entered by the door, till they were 
driven away by the proper officer, and Higgins having got a 
severe blow from a policeman’s baton upon the sconce, Glou- 
cester consoled him by saying that “a military man should 
never be angry at having a staff at head-quarters.” —To return, 
however, to the juvenile féte, it was in every respect delight- 
fully conducted, the only draw-back being in the awful con- 
tortions of one of those revoiting mountebanks whom we chas- 
tise in another part of this week’s Figaro. The fellow being 
drunk, almost contrived to commit suicide, by hanging himself 
from the neck ; But he was providentially rescued to live and, 
we hope, profit by the awful lesson that he has: experienced. 
We wonder the proprietors of Vauxhall should have introduced 
such a creature for the amusement of young visitors, since they 
are the last persons who can be supposed to enjoy the exposure 
of an individual to extreme peril in a situation by which his 
life is endangered. It is true there is among some of the En- 
glish a brutal taste for these barbarous scenes ; and a humane 
British public has been known to flock in crowds to see two 
children pursued across a stage by a living tiger; or a man 
locked into the same den with an exasperated lion. These 
things happened even a single year ago: but the circumstance 
is disgraceful to the metropolis, and we hope the brutal delight 
at such exhibitions is at length exploded. 

Legitimacy is still the order of the day at Whitechapel ; and 
that strange machine, Mr. G. Bennett, has been secured at the 
Pavilion to perpetrate first tragedy. With Azs lungs we think 
this gentleman might play at two houses at once ; for we would 
venture to assert that if he took his stand at the end of Bow- 
street, and recited a character in the pitch of voice he gene- 
rally adopts, he might be distinctly heard at the same time in 
both Drury-lane and Covent-garden theatres. It is true he 
could not be seen at either; but that would be so much the 
better for the audience. We sincerely award our praise to Mr. 
Farrell for the indefatigable manner in which he provides no- 
velty for his patrons: he does every thing with spirit, and we 
are told he reaps the reward of his exertions. 

Nobody goes now to the Surrey, and of course therefore we 
stay away; but a casual mob occasionally congregates within 
its walls to see a piece about a highwayman, in which, from all 
we hear, the audience must feel a very peculiar and sympa- 
thetic interest. Roguery composes the incidents, while slang 
supplies the dialogue of this affair, which Mr. Osbaldiston ac- 
tually puffs up as a piece that “ cannot be acted at any other 
theatre.” This bears us out in what we have heard, viz. that 
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it is such a blackguard production as to be only fit for the 
Surrey. As we have no ill-will to the manager, we should not 
have stated this but upon the authority of his own play-bills, 
in which he very properly seems to warn decent people from 
visiting his establishment. ‘The name of the piece alluded to 
is Jonathan Bradford, in which the grand feature seems to be 
a scene showing four rooms with acting going on at the same 
time in all of them. What will become of Mr. Osbaldiston 
when Mr, Almar brings out the piece we hear he has in prepa- 
ration at Sadler’s Wells to be called Jonathan Radford, in 
which there is to be a scene showing twenty rooms at once, with 
a different tragedy acting in ten of them, operas in five,and the 
remaining five representing as many perfect comedies. Mr. Os- 
baldiston knows and confesses that every thing is done better 
at Sadler’s Wells than it can be at the Surrey, and will of 
course be plunged in mad despair when he hears of the forth- 
coming piece we have alluded to. 

The Yeoman’s Daughter, at the English Opera, is a piece 
full of interest, admirably written, and excellently acted, par- 
ticularly the heroine by Mrs. Waylett, who plays with consi- 
derable feeling, and sings—as she always does—delightfully. 
Weare happy to say the English Opera is now crowded nightly, 
as it so well deserves tu be. 

The Queen’s theatre is at present very ably conducted by 
Mr. Wild, though we seriously have to protest against the in- 
troduction of a certain class of performers who have lately 
sprung up, and to whom we must attach the name of Contor- 
tionists. On Monday we saw a detestable creature who figures 
under the blasphemous appellation of Signor Grandio, an Italian 
word, which we need scarcely inform our readers signifies Mr. 
Great-God, and with this awful cognomen does the brute 
alluded to place his toe on a level with his head, walk upon his 
hands, put his eyes where his legs ought to be, and otherwise tor- 
ture the human frame for a little casual pelf at the hands of 
the manager. We have an utter abhorrence of these mon- 
strosities whose awful contortions really savour of the terrible, 
and we were not sorry to find that the blasphemous wretch 
who thrust his foot into his mouth, under the appalling title of 
Grandio, experienced a hissing at the end of his exhibition, for 
which the few pence he may have earned by his impiety would 
hardly be a sufficient recompense. With these exceptions the 
Queen’s is well managed, and has a good company including 
Green, Wild, and our worthy friends Mr. and Mrs. Selby who 
are both, but particularly the latter, extremely useful members 
of the establishment. The lady takes an extremely wide range, 
from Othello downwards to the chamber-maids. We saw her 
the other night in the Flying Dutchman, a part in which we 
think she uses the green paint brush arid the pomatum pot with 
rather too prodigal a hand. Her action is however extremely 
expressive and appropriate, 


| LAIR’S GOUT and RHEUMATIC PILLS.—A most 

convenient, safe, aud infallible remedy for the Gout, Rheumatic Gout, Rheu- 
matism, and Lumbago, Painsin the Head or Face, &c. &c.—The extraordinary success 
which has attended the use of these Pills has exceeded the Proprietor’s most sanguine 
expectations; they continue to remove every description of Gout, Rheumatism, 
and Lumbago, in the shertest possible time, with the most perfect ease and safety. 
To those, therefore, who are suffering from any of the above torturing disorders, and 
have not yet taken this remedy, he begs to assure them, thatin it they will find an 
easy and speedy cure, and that these Pills need onlv be tried to be universally used 
and recommended. This is nota preparation of any poisonous vegetable or mineral 
of any kind, but one of the valuable results of the imrpoved state of medical science, 
and the employment of chemical art in a manner hitherto unknown.—Sold by Thomas 
Prout, 229, Strand, London, seven doors trom Temple Bar, and by most Medicine 
Venders throughout the Kingdom, who can obtain them through their London Agents. 


ATENT WATERPROOF BEAVER HATS,—The 

only Waterproof Beaver Hats that are sanctioned by the King’s Royal Letters 
Patent, which combine every improvement in quality, shape, and colour of the last 
halt century, are those manufactured by ROBERT FRANKS & Co., 140, Regent- 


Street, and 62, Redcross Street, City. 
Superfine quality, 21s. 
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